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Brigadier Medical Officer whom he was showing round.

"What's wrong with this man?" asked the
Brigadier. " He looks perfectly all right to me."

Michael whispered something. The Brigadier stared
it Fred.

" How old are you ? "

A look of bewilderment overcast Fred's seraphic
expression. He thought for a long time, with his brows
crinkled in the effort of concentration. One could see
:hat it was a difficult problem. Then the grooves
/anished, and his face was uplifted and radiant with
riumph.

" Sixty-seven/' said Fred.

" No," Michael said gently.   " Try to think, Fred."

Fred tried.   His forehead was furrowed with anxiety.

" Four," Fred said hopefully.

" Now touch your right knee with your left hand,"
Michael said, quietly and slowly. "Your right knee
vith your left hand."

His left hand moved hesitantly towards his shoulder.

" Your right knee with your left hand."

The hand trembled a little as it moved towards his
:lbow.

" We're both down for lumbar punctures," Dick said
>roudly after they had left. " They drain all the fluid
rom our brains so they can see what's there. I bet
hey don't see much in poor Fred."

" Have a drink ? " said Fred cheerfully.

A few weeks later Michael asked me to escort the two
f them on their first excursion from the hospital, to
iave tea at Groppi's. The great tea shop was Crowded
/hen we arrived, and I was wondering whether to take